THE TRAIN
of magnificence, when put in literary form. If ever the
doctor chanced to show some acquaintance in an
unpleasant light, he never used the real name, but
replaced it by letters of the alphabet, such as NN, X, or
Z. He did not want the people who came to play
Preference with him to be disgraced after his death,
when his diary would be discovered and published.
When he left home, he had placed the diary in a
folder, fastened it with string and sealed it with wax.
"Sonechka," he said, holding out the package to his
wife in both hands. "I beg you to take care of this and
open it only if... You understand. ..."
After his wife's visit to the train, he again felt the urge
to write. He opened a thick, virgin exercise book,
sniffed its oilcloth cover with pleasure, sighed and
wrote:
"July 2, 1941, Sonechka came."
And suddenly all desire to write left him. The train
was running and it was cool in the compartment. The
ventilator was humming. ... Here was the place where
she had sat, in the corner. Had she managed to catch a
tram, or was she still waiting? ... The doctor's head sank
on to the exercise book and he sat there for a long time,
without moving.
"A strange man, NN," the doctor wrote next day,
having regained mastery of himself. "I understand
I. E. Darulov, I understand our nice, though rather grim,
theatre sister. I understand that girl in the beret who
looks after me and is so pleased if I praise the way a
table-napkin is folded, I understand that drunkard Z,
I understand everybody in the train, but NN I cannot
understand at all. And yet he is the man who is closest
to me here, or at least, he should be the closest. We are
men of the same profession, we could find enough to
talk about for hours, but for some reason I have no
desire to talk to him. He presses cigarettes upon me, he
is all politeness, but there is nothing behind that polite-
ness. I talked to him about current affairs; he used the
same words that we find in the official newspaper
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